George  and  Britain  save. 

Ts  which  are  ad.'ed, 

The  Plowman's  Ditty. 
-Lay  thy  loof  in  mine  lassie. 
By  Logan  Streams. 


STIRLING. 
Eiinted  by  W.  Macoie. 
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GEORGE  ANDBRIT/.IN  SAVE. 


While  deeds  of  Hell  deface  the  woria, 
aad  Gallia's  throne  in  ruins  lies. 
While  round  the  world  rev;  li  is  hurl^i^ 
and  Discard's  bancfuU  banner  flle§^ 
Loud  shall  the  loyal  Britoc?  si'^g 
To  arms!  to  arras!  your  lir:.kL'rs  hritt^^ 
To  shield  our  Country,  guar  I  our  KJngt 
And  George  and  Br itsii a  save. 

He^er  shall  the  desal&tuig  woc» 

Thit  shades  with  horror  Europe?  Cf0C$ 

To  us  his  hideous  image  shew, 

Or  sleep  in  blood  this  happy  shorcu 

Firm  as  our  rock-bou^id  is\q  we^il  ststoA 

With  watthful  ej^e  ar  d  iron  band? 

T'>  wiehi  the  might  of  Btiti^ins'  land^ 
And  George  and  Britain  save* 

"Whi^e  wlie  the  threatiiig  frenasy  burn^* 
A^d  prostrate  f^iiliaDSi  n^ourn  in  rap> 
S;et**«ly  hi^  eye  the  Briton  tares 

Tc^  EpwAEi^'s  atid  io  EEKiiy^s  p^ge 


As  o'er  their  cdnqucring  Urn  he  righf,  >> 
Touch'dbv  their  fimes  proud  Sre  he  crifesj 
'**  Thus  o'er  our  foes  woMl  ever  rise, 
A^d  George  and  Britaia  save.** 

Oft  Fancy  views  them  oa  the  deep^ 

Aad  turning  as  their  squa^r^ns  roll, 
Where  gr€at  Elba^*  ashes  sleep. 

With  triumph  fiih  each  Bxitdn'a  soui. 
y&.$  Drake  and  Raleigh  catch  the  glance  : 
Advance  !  he  cries,  rash  fools,  advancs  ! 
The  grave  of  spaia  shall  003  for  France, 
u\  *  At?d  George  and  Bri  aia  save  " 

What  prompts  these  rest  cs^  foe3  of  life 

To  dare  our  dreaded  a      again  ? 
What,  but  the  hope  that  party  strffe 
^'       Ha*  broke  Bntanni  A-:  shield  in  twai:i  ? 
But  kaow  they  not,  when  France  is  neav, 
The  war  of  tongues'  is  silent  here. 
That  all  my  grasp  Biitannia^j  spear, 
And  George  and  Britain  save. 

Ne'er  in  the  pinch  of  Britain's  Fate 

Shall  Statesmen's  rival  Feu    be  kndwnt 
Or  Faciioa  strive,  with  ihwaitirg  hate, 
To  break  the  British  Bulwark  dowa^ 
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No  1  round  the  Alter  of  our  Land,  I 
LinWm  o^e  aoul^  the  British  Ba?/i 
Shall^firra  in  sacred  Unina  slmd, 
And  George  and  Britain  save. 

Though  Moral  Order  unk  to  the  ground, 
^    Though  all  the  Virtues  trodden  1  -j 
Hi  ugh  Fury  \^,fr  the  nations  round, 
And  Bbod  and  ll^ipioe  fill  each  eye i; 
Ne^ef  Khali  the  Siofcn  here  turo  hii  flight, 
While  British  hearts  sthome  unite 
To  guide  our  thou^  h^  to  guard  our  ri^ht, 
AiidGcorge  aed  Britain  save 

O  happy  Isle  !  wise  order 'd  State  \ 

WeliMtemper'd  work  of  Freedom'*  hand  1 
¥o  shock  of  realms  can  touch  thy  F^tBt 

ff  Union  bin  is  thy  Sea-girt  Land : 
Y^inly  the  storat  eh&Il  round  tbce  ri^g, 
While  Britain's  Sons  in  concord  sing, 
*  *  We'll  slueM  our  country  guard  our  K^fiji 
'  *  And  George  and  Britain  save/' 


1  HF,  PLOWMAN»S  DITTl^. 

Bec&use  Vm  but  poor, 
And  sletider  nfiy  store* 


That  I've  npthitig  to}o$p  \$Ahe9ry ; 
Let  who  will  dcclarjB  it, 
^  vow  I  cjin*t  bctr  it, 

1  gi^s  all  ^juch  praters  tHc  lie. 

Tho^  ray  huus^  js  byt  sn-mi),     ;  ■ 

Yet  to  have  npne  at  all 
Would  sure  b$  a  greater  distress,  Sir, 

Sliall  my  garder^,  so  swet^t 

/fenrl  my  orchard,  Fo  ns^t, 
Be  ihe  prizc^pf  a  foreign  oppress  ? 

Qa  Saturday's  night,. 

^TJis  still  my  delight, 
With  my  wages  to  run  hom,0  the  fasten, 

But  if  Frenchmen  rule  h?ra, . 

I  may  look  far  and  j)<5ar, 
But  I  E)eyer  shall  find  a  Pay-master. 

I've  a  dear  little  wife, 
Whom  I  love  as  my  life, 
To  lass  her  I  should  not  mucMike, 
And  jt  would  mska  me  rua  wild, 
To  see  my  «weet  child, 
With  ik'«  iSsad  on  the  point  of  a  pike. 

i*ve  my  Church  too  to  ^ava* 
will  go  to  tsy  grave 


J^nce  oU  Church  that^s  the  b^^t 
iVe  my  King,  too,  God  blefis  him 

^ct  no  man  oppveri  him 
Fcr  Kot7c  haa  he  2  vePonpres  . 

Briiish  I.aw^  fj^rsi^  |uard, 

My  cot tac^e  IS  barred  f 
*  nrs\fe  ia  the  light  or  th¥ dark. 

if  the  'Squire  shouM  'oppress, 

I  get  instmt  rearcss,  * 
My  Qtchard's  as  safe  a?;  his  Park. 

My  C^t  13  my  Tr  rone,  ' 

What  I  hav3  is  niy 
Aid  what  is  niy  own  I  will  keep. 

Should  Boni  come  no'^^, 

'Tis  true  I  may  filow, 
But  Vta  sure  that  I  never  shall  reap. 

Now  do  hut  refl  ct 

What  t  have  to  protect ; 
Tken  doubt  if  to  fight  I  shalj  ch^o»s. 

Kmg,  Chiirch,  Bib^s  aad  Wife, 

Ir^ws,  Li>>erty,  Life, 
Now  teJl  me  I  have  nothing  to  !os«. 

Then  ini  bett  aiy  ploughshare 
To  a  vword  cr  a  spear, 
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Like  ^  limXMl  V  J  v.^^"" 

Thit  my  spear,  no^v  so  bright 
tfay  ftoon  turn  to  a  plQUghs^tire  agaia ! 


LAY  THY  LOOP  IN  M^NE  hK^'^ 

0  Lay  thy  ioof  ia  raine  lass 
In  mine  lass,  in  niine  hss, 
K^i  iwear  oa  thy  white  hand,  L^si^ 

ffin  thtu  wilt  be  my  ain. 
A,  6kv3  to  love's  uobounded  swavt 
He  ift  has  wrought  me  meikle  wae, 
But  now  he  is  my  dealiy  fae, 
Unless  thou  be  mine  ain. 
04ay  thy  Icof  in  mine  Lass, 
In  xaine  Lass  in  mine  Lasa^  fro. 

There's  moni^i  a  Lass  has  broke  my  tejt, 
f  b^t  lor  a  blink  I  bye  lo'ed  beat  ; 
But  thou  art  Queen  wlihia  my  breaft, 
For  ever  to  rem«ia 

O  lay  ihy  bof  in  ^Ine  Lass, 
In  mific  La$s.  in  mine  Lass, 
And  swear  on  thy  white  hand,  L^J| 
Ttat  t'lGu  wiH  b«  my  aia. 
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©ear  Lad,  gin^fj^I  ^  leellwd  tiHl^ 
There's  nane  I  like  sae  fvcei  a«  yoia^ 
Sae  there's  mv  loof  1  Iwear  and  vow, 

For  life  to  oft  your  ain. 
Now  there's  ray  loof  in  thins  L^d, 
Ip  ihiT^e  Lsd,  In  thine  Ladi 
fa  hopes  you  will  pvova  kin'  La& 

A^A  tak  sac  for  your  ain. 


BY  LOGAN  STREAMS. 

By  Logan  streams  that  rins  rae  deep, 
fjfov  aft  wi'  glee  Pve  herded  shee]^, 
Herded  sheep  and  lalher'd  slaes, 
Wi^  my  4ear  lad  on  Logan  braies 

-^t  lack*a-nee !  iheS6  days  are  gackfib 
Ani  I  wi*  grief  may  herd  my  lane, 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  face  bis  tUid^ 
l^Vf  far  frae  me  and  Logan  braeik 

Kae  m»ir  ui  Logan  kirk  v»^ill  he 
i^twcen  the  preachings  meet  wi*  me ; 
liS/eet  wi*  me,  and,  when  it's  m^rk, 
Cflr^vey  me  hsuiQ  frae  Logan  kirk 

Weel  may  I  siag  lha  days  are  gar^e% 
,Pfae  kirk  or  fair  I  come  my  lanes 
^hile  my  dear  lad  mmn  face  his  fstw, 
Fcr,  far  frae  aae  aud  Lo^an  bra^s^* 


